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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

| think sometimes | am just being too nervous and anxious all the time; or that my brain is worrying too much. 
Somehow | suddenly thought about this situation when | was writing an essay, and this frightened me so much 
| haven't slept for the night afterwards. | hope by writing this down things would be easier for me, and that | 


would feel better. For me, and for them too. 
Don't know why, but | enjoy writing fic w/ a)someone getting hurt, and b)happening in a hospital. 


Please don't blame me for my bad English. 


None of them wanted to think of that night, but somehow, it just kept coming back at them. 

The four of them sat in the waiting room of the hospital. No words exchanged, but everyone was thinking 
about the same thing. They were worried, and they were more worried than they have ever been in their life. 
Even more so when Jani was not being himself. They felt this pain as their own, and it felt as if their heart 
was torn out of their body and their blood was drained till not a single drop was left. 

The doctor came and told them that situation is under control: for now. When doctors say that normally they 


mean things are not good. Things like this happening can never be good. They tried to ask him what was wrong, 
but the doctor wouldn't cut to the chase. They never do. He left the four of them sitting in the middle of the 
night in there, burying their faces in their hand, silently crying helpless tears. 

Things are tough, but they can be and will be tougher. No one can get through a situation like this without 
scratches and stitches. They'll be alright in the end. 


One Months Ago..With Elias (D 


Author's Notes: 


So | haven't thought of what it is Elias wanted to show Tony..! would put that up in One Months Ago..With Elias 
(2) 


Snowing finally stopped after a long winter. Not that he disliked winter, it was just that seeing the same white 
snow over and over again in this never ending winter in Finland..lt was plane boring. 

He looked out of his living room window and saw bright strands of light shining through the birch branches. It 
was always pleasing to see the reflection of sunlight on the lakes, or the light and shade created by it in the 
woods. It was the most comforting scene he had seen in days. 

Elias tried to clear his mind. The past few days went past like a haze, and Elias didn't really want to think 
about that. He walked into the kitchen to make himself coffee, but then realizing maybe it would be better to 
bring some to his house guest too. Everyone complained that all the rooms in his house smell like coffee, and 
nothing could get rid of it, but Elias liked it. Coffee was always something that could wake him up and think 
rationally. Whenever he smelled coffee, he could just feel the sweet aroma of coffee taking over his senses. It 
was bitter, yet it was still welcoming and warm. Just like how the man lying in his bed was like, a mixture of 
bitterness and sweetness, always fighting, still always caring. 

He took the two cups of coffee to the bedroom. Rustling his friend's curls, he put the cup down onto the 
nightstand. He was hesitant whether to wake him up or not, but he really wanted to show him what he did in 
the morning. 

"Tony," Elias whispered into his ear, "wake up Tony.’ 

Tony groaned and turned to the other side of the bed. Elias smiled to himself, knowing that obviously he 
refused to wake up this early. He went to the window and drew the shade, letting the burst of sun shine into 
the dark room. 

"God Elias, do you really have to wake me up this early in the morning every time | stay at your place.." He 
grumbled, covering his head with the quilt and hiding from the bright light. 

Elias walked towards the bed and flung the sheet away. He hated doing that, but Tony would just sleep until 
dinner time if no one forced him out of bed. "Wake up, | have something to show you." He went and sat onto 
the bed, handing the cup of coffee on the nightstand to Tony. 

He sighed and finally sat up. He haven't had coffee made by Elias in a while, and Elias always had the best 
coffee beans boiled with the finest technique. Smiling to himself, he put the cup down and buried himself into 
Elias's neck. He hated being like this, having this underground relationship, hiding from his friends and family; 
but as long as he had Elias, it was like home, going where he belonged. 

Elias held Tony in his arms, and he fit perfectly. It was as if they were made for each other, and they stayed 


like that for a long time, a very long time. 


The Pain in the Dreams 


They rushed into the room the moment they were informed that Tony woke up. Somehow Elias felt that he 
needed to go and get coffee for Tony as always, even though those canned one would never be equivalent to 


his own. Instead of going to the vending machine, he grabbed a free cup of hot chocolate and walked in. 


The room smelled like death. Machines beeping, it was silent. Usually on the tour bus everything would be noisy 
and fun: music will be played, and as the funny on Tony always makes others laugh. They will go into the back 
of the bus and do goofy things, taping other people to their seats, putting chili into people's food..And here, it 
was so different Elias felt a shutter going up his spine. 


Tony's face was pale-must be from the loss of blood His eyes fluttered open when he heard the men walking 
in. Smiling weakly, he sat up on the bed His grey eyes stared into theirs, tired and dull, and immediately Elias 
felt that something was wrong. He could not tell why, but this Tony Kakko before him was not the Tony Kakko 


he knew. 


Elias handed the hot chocolate to Tony. He didn't take it, but gestured Elias to put it down onto the table 


beside the room. Elias frowned, but did it anyway. Tommy grabbed chairs and everyone sat down around Tony. 


Not very much words were exchanged, except for the curtsy "You okay?"s and "Hope you get better's. If was 
a strange moment for everyone, until finally Tony spoke up. 


"Guys, why are you staring at me like this? | am alright now, right? The docs said | will be able to move 
around in a day or two, and it's not like | lost a leg or an arm..Please, don't look at me as if | am someone to 
be pitied. Don't worry about me, okay?" 


Henkka and Marko exchanged a look. Tony didn't know about how he got hurt in the first place. Maybe it wasn't 
the right time yet for them to tell Tony the truth yet. After all, he just woke up from three whole days of 


sleep and critical condition, they shouldn't give him so much information at once. 


It pained everyone to relive the memory, but it also made them feel better to know that Tony didn't have to 
keep in mind the terror and agony of that time. 


Elias took Tony's hand in his. He looked at the hand he held so many times before, now in bandage and stitches. 
He felt the coldness of the fingertips and there was a flash back to the night he wanted to forget. Those 
dreams haunted him for the last few days, and he knew at that instant that he could not wipe that memory 


from his mind, ever. 


He was there, holding Tony in his arms. He was cold, as if his life was almost drained completely from his body. 
There were a lot of blood It stained Tony's t-shirt scarlet and his own clothes, but he didn't care a bit at that 
moment. Even thinking about this made teardrops row down Elias's face, and all he felt at that moment was 


despair and horror. 


He couldn't bare those thought, so he left the room, wiping his tears from his cheek. At that moment, he 
hoped that all that happened was just some twisted and painful dream, and by waking up he would find his Tony 
snugged up beside him in bed, breathing peacefully, but somehow his mind told him that those days have 
passed and there is no way for him to get it back. 


